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HOPE COLLEGE ANCHOR 
VIENNA, AUSTRIA HOPE COLLEGE SUMMER SCHOOL IN EUROPE JULY 1957 
Dr. Hollenbach Visits Hope 
Summer Colony in Austria 
During the summer we expect to see many visitors 
in Vienna and to listen to many guest lectures. But 
none will be more enthusiastically welcomed than was 
Dr. John Hollenbach, who stopped in Vienna for three 
days on his way home from Egypt and who gave us a 
vivid up-to-date picture of conditions in the troubled 
Middle East. 
T w o years have passed since Dr. Hollenbach asked for 
a leave f rom his post as dean of Hope College to 
accept a two year appointment as dean of the American 
University in Cairo. In Vienna Dr. Hollenbach was 
pleased to meet many of his former students, as well 
as those who had come to the college during his 
absence. All agree that it will be wonderful to have 
Zuider 7.ee fishing boats 
Thirty Hope Students Bound for European Shores 
T . S. S. Neptunia 
Dear Ev, 
At Sea 
June 19, 1957 
I thought I'd never make it, but here I am aboard 
the T . S. S. Neptunia pushing across the Atlantic toward 
the other side of the world. It sounds so far away and 
yet the expectancy of this adventure engulfs us all like 
a heavy fog. Four months ago who would have thought 
that 1 would .be here, along with thir ty-four other 
Hopeites on my way to Europe. Actually, Ev, I should 
say along with eight hundred other students, for the 
Neptunia is primarily a student ship and for all I can 
see, caters to the tourist class ra ther than to the first 
class passengers. As a mat te r of fact, I should really 
dislike to travel first class. They haven't nearly as 
much room as we do nor do they, have half the fun . Sure, 
maybe they get lobster for dinner once in a while and 
their beds are four inches longer, but they don't know 
what they're missing. 
I must admit that when I first boarded this old 
ship I thought , "What a boring ten days I 'm in for" , 
and I couldn' t wait for the European shoreline to 
break the horizon. Now I can see how wrong I was, 
Ev. I 'm all packed, wailing to disembark at Le Havre 
in three hours or so, and although I 'm glad to be here 
I kind of hate to leave the old gal. Have you ever lived 
in a boarding house where everyone knows everyone 
else just like a great big family? T h e Neptunia is just 
like that, Ev, only better. It 's an experience I'll never 
forget. I 've made friends f rom all over the world and 
have had a wonderful time doing so. 
Without being too lengthy, I'll try to give you a brief 
description of the ship. It reminds me of the ice cream 
cones we get at Mill's, you know„ a mixture of every-
thing. It 's Greek owned, has a German crew, an English 
recreational officer, Greek sailors, a Rumanian Doctor, 
and a passenger list dominated by Americans. Every-
body likes it so much that Dr. Fried already has made 
an advance booking for next year. Since we were tra-
veling the Northern route everyone was worried about 
icebergs; I guess the old Ti tanic scare will never be 
forgotten. T h e r e is no need to be worried, however, 
since this is a very modern ship with all the latest 
radar equipment, etc. T h e other day the ship nearly 
capsized when everyone rushed en masse to the port 
side of the ship to see the "whales". Since there are no 
whales that far North, they turned out to be only 
porpoises. T h e r e must have been a hundred of them all 
looking like innocent playful children. You can easily 
see where they get the name "clowns of the seven 
seas". 
T h e ship itself is like a small city. Of course, you 
don't have all the comforts of home, but they try their 
best and do a good job. Lounge rooms, card rooms, 
reading and recreation rooms, game rooms, and even a 
movie theater are only a few ways to pass the time. 
When the sun is out everyone congregates on the sun 
deck trying to achieve that same golden tan they had 
last summer. I've come to the conclusion that bridge 
is the national pastime on all ocean going liners. Mert 
Vander Lind started playing when he got on the ship 
and I don't think he's stopped yet. Janie Knapp and 
Mike "Ensign Pulver" Brummel spotted a lone palm 
on the bridge early one morning and set up their own 
flower shop. It took the ship's crew five days to locate 
the missing emblem of the Southern climes and they 
still don't know the culprits. I almost forgot to 
mention the fact that a newspaper is put out every day, 
the staff being picked f rom the passengers. T h e name 
is quite appropriate, T h e F o a m , and gives all the 
information, etc. for the day. In fact, almost all the 
activities on board are conducted with the help of the 
passengers. T h e many things organized included daily 
Catholic and Protestant services for all who wished to 
come. Last Sunday a number of the Hope girls sang in 
the choir for the morning service. 
Have you ever heard of the T R I P organizat ion? I'll 
send you a pamphlet on it, but first let me quote you 
something from it. Here: " T R I P stands for Trave le rs ' 
Recreation Information Program, a unique educational 
service for international travelers — students, tourist, 
businessmen, migrants — which prepares them for the 
new experience of life in a foreign country. Under the 
leadership of a trained staff, T R I P offers language 
instruction, practical travel tips, a variety of lectures 
and discussions about the cultural , economic, and politi-
continued on page two 
him back on our campus when we get home this fall. 
Before he left for the United States Dr. Hollenbach 
wrote the following guest editorial which we proudly 
include in this first European Edition of the Hope 
College Anchor. 
No teacher can "make" a sLudetil learn. No sludcnL 
finds- all the experiences he has with the world about 
him and with the treasury of the past exciting and 
meaningful. But the good teacher knows and the willing 
student recognizes that he is most likely to learn when 
the experiences he has are novel, rich, and varied. 
/ hese are the qualities that are to he found in the 
Hope Summer School in Vienna, and even the most 
reluctant and homesick of the thirty students are 
finding this out. There is the constant assault upon 
the eye of the beauty of nature in these lands of the 
Rhine and Alps and Danube and the man-made beauty 
of art and architecture. 
' i-
Strolling down the streets of Vienna is in itself an 
exciting contact with the treasures of the past. There is 
a constant assault upon the ear of a language — wie 
sie gesprochen wird — a7i even better teacher than 
the tape recordings in the language lab. And from 
every coffee house and restaurant comes the music of 
Mozart and Beethoven and Strauss to touch the ear 
and heart and even reach the feet. 
Then, there is the meeting with people of many lauds 
and many cultures, people who have travelled widely 
and experienced life in different ways. Finally there is 
the constant challenge to face the many problems afid 
situations that are part of living m a strange country. 
Here are the richer ingredients for a liberal educa-
tion, ingeniously served up by Dr. fried and the staff 
of the Institute of European Studies. From my three 
day visit and participation weth the group, I came away 
as enthusiastic as Frau Schnes. This is an excellent 
venture in international living and learning. 




Hope group aboard the Neptunia. Left to right, Row 1: Carol Houghtoling, Jane Mac Eachron, Dr. Fried, Mrs. Snow, 
Tom Lubbers, Jane Knapp, IVilma Lynch. Row 2: Hope Brahs, Diane Johnson, Dianne Schloeder, Sallie Smith, Lois Hoek-
sema, Marguerite Dyer, Geraldine Puckett, Joan Johnson, Judy Ward, Hattie Rensenbrink, Julia Herrick, Zoe Gideon. 
Row 3: William De Roo, Nelvie Jonker, Ruth Wright, Mary Vugteveen, George Van Verst, Dave Kempker. Row 4: Mert 
Vander Lind, Dyke Rottschafer, Dave Kinkema, Myron Brummel, Norman Gottschall, Dick Vaughan, William Waggoner, John 
Van Dam. 
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ANCHOR GOES I N T E R N A T I O N A L 
T im e, L i f e , and the New York 
Herald T rib u tie have long been pub-
lishing European editions. Now that Hope 
College has a Summer School in Europe the 
time has come for the Anchor to be added 
to the list of transatlantic publications. 
Published by the students enrolled in the Hope 
College Summer School in Europe, the Eu-
ropean Edition of the Anchor is intended 
to provide information on the activities, im-
pressions, and reactions of this group of Hope 
Ambassadors for parents, relatives, and friends. 
At the same time we expect that it will also 
serve as a valuable souvenir for all of us. 
Two issues of the European edition are 
projected for publication in Vienna. Our 
current number is devoted primarily to a 
review of our activities and impressions from 
the lime we left home until we reached our 
temporary summer home in Vienna. The focus 
in the next issue will be on the academic 
program of our Hope College Summer School 
and on Vienna itself. 
E D I T O R I A L S T A F F F O R T H I S I S S U E : 
Editor Jane MacEchron 
Copy Editor Julia Hcrrick 
Photographer William DeRoo 
Typist • . . . Dianne Schlocder 
Adviser Dr. Paul Fried 
Top Level Briefings Mark French and Belgian Visits 
Aboard the TSS Neptunia 
continued from page one 
cal life of the countries lo be visited, along with recrea-
tional activities. By answering the hundreds of questions 
travelers ask, T R I P increases understanding of foreign 
lands and eases adjus tments to living aboard ." If it 
weren' t for Her r Fried and Frau Snow, it wouldn' t have 
been as fine a program as it was. Herr Fried gave a 
series of lectures on various European countries and 
Frau Snow assisted with the Geman classes. You know 
how I like to sleep; well, I even got up a couple of 
limes lo hear the Herr Professor and believe it or nol, 
he had a packed house. T h e kids at Hope would never 
believe me. Can you imagine that! Kids coming to his 
class on their own free will. All kidding aside though, 
Ev, the whole program was very interesting and made 
the trip that much more enjoyable. Square dances, led 
by some fellow from Arkansas with an accent like I'd 
never heard before, masquerade parties, bridge tourna-
ments, etc. all helped to pass the time. We even had a 
talent show. I still say T o m Lubbers and Dr. Fried 
should have won the masquerade prize. They wore 
lederhosen and with two pairs of legs like that they 
should won in a breeze. But being of the fairer sex, a 
girl won instead. I think the judges were prejudiced. 
5 
Costume party aboard the Neptunia. Two Kentucky Kooks 
escorted by two Bavarian peasants. (Dr. Fried, Gerry 
Puckett, Marguerite Dyer, Tom Lubbers) 
A couple of days ago the S. S. United States passed 
us on the s tarboard side, her bow cutting the sea like 
a knife. T h e y say she makes the trip f rom New York 
to Europe in four days. I'd like to travel on her but 
think of all the fun they're missing. I 've always 
wondered how it would be to eat like a king and now 
I know. Every meal was a new adventure and although 
I had no idea what I ate, I feel that I am a true 
gourmet. O u r waiter, Franz, is the most lovable cha-
racter you could hope to meet. His disposition is won-
derful and believe me he needs it with us. You can eat 
all you want and more, six or seven courses. I can 
imagine how Louis XIV felt a f te r a meal! 
I could go on forever, Ev, but it's time to pass 
through customs now since we have just docked. It 's 
Typical view of medieval Bruges 
Carillon, Lace and European Unificallon 
Sallie Smith 
After t raveling from Paris through grainfields scat-
tered with poppies which in yesteryear had been the 
scene of World War 1 battles, our Mercedes bus halted 
in front of the St. George Hotel in Bruges, Belgium. 
During the following two days we got our first glimpse 
of an untouched European medieval city. We unloaded 
the bus and began our first night in this quaint Belgian 
town with a moonlight ride on the canals. As our 
motorboat glided down the illuminated waterway, occa-
sionally passing under a low stone bridge, our guide 
pointed out the various thirteenth and fourteenth cen-
tury buildings forming the walls of the canal. One of 
the most interesting edifices was a twelfth century 
hospital, St. Johns, which is still in operation. 
College of Europe 
Included in the activities of the day was a visit lo 
the College of Europe. This college offers post-graduate 
study in preparing young European intellectuals for 
economic and diplomatic positions in European insti-
tutions. T h e college stands for a common spirit in 
European civil service, a movement which is gaining 
followers in Europe today. A one year course is offered 
and enrol lment is limited to thirty or forty students. 
American as well as European professors teach at the 
college and American students with AB degrees are 
eligible to apply for admission. 
Pastries and • • • . 
Hardly had we finished breakfas t the next morning 
before the majori ty of the group started to look for the 
famous pastry shops which Dr. Sickinger had told us 
about. Of course, the girls went shopping and the fine 
Belgian lace caught their eye. Lace shops are numerous 
in Bruges and many lace handkerchiefs and doilies were 
bought for moms, aunts, and sisters. 
The Lake of Love 
T h e second evening Godfried iMontens, a teacher and 
leader in the movement for the purification of the 
Flemish language, delivered a lecture on Flemish 
culture and the political and religious situation in Bel-
gium today. Mr. Montens then took the group on a 
guided walk through the city. Bruges is representative 
of the thirteenth and fourteenth centuries during which 
the town was the economic and banking center of 
Europe. Af ter the fourteenth century the city lost its 
importance when the canal which led to the sea filled 
up with sand, and Amsterdam took over as the main 
port. Interestingly enough, today two languages are 
spoken in Bruges, French by the upper class and 
Flemish by the lower class. In the marketplace we 
observed the large belfry with its carillion which plays 
every quar te r hour. Finally we were led to the Lake of 
Love where Mr. Montens expla ined that upon wishing 
and tossing a coin into the lake, we could expect our 
wish to come true in three days. Apparently Hope 
students are romantic because many of us tossed coins 
into the water . No wishes were reported as coming 
true, at least in three days time, but the atmosphere of 
the night, the silhouettes of the fourteenth century 
architecture, and the still water of the Lake of Love 
will long be remembered by all. 
going to be kind of hard to leave, but all good things 
must come to an end. I am sure that this will be one 
of the highlights of my summer and will be an ex-
perience that will remain with me for the rest of my 
life. I can' t thank you enough for talking me into 
this trip, Ev. See you at school next fall with many 
interesting tales. George Van Verst 
Paris Program incudes Visit to 
Unesco Headquartes for Meeting 
with prominent Hope College Alumnus 
Impressions of Paris 
Lois Hoeksema 
Outside of the curr iculum pursuits which included 
lectures at SHAPE, UNESCO, and the OEEC, there was 
the exciting new experience of sidewalk cafes, parfu-
meries, patisseries, and the Metro, Paris! ingenious 
subway system. Staying at the Agronomique or Agri-
cultural House of the Cite ^Universitaire (University 
City), there was the opportunity to sample the life of 
a European university student and to meet students 
from France and other nations. T h e typical European 
breakfast of hard rolls and a huge bowl of cafe was 
introduced to us the first morning at the United States 
House, where we had our breakfast every morning. 
Seeing the Sights 
T h e initial excitement came when we arrived in Paris 
at three a. m. f rom Le Havre. T h e Eiffel I ower! Notre 
Dame! T h e Seine! T h i s was Paris and an indescribalbe 
feeling of wonderment and expectation pervaded the 
bus, formerly a tired half-sleeping, half-singing motley 
group. T h e next morning we were initiated to 
sightseeing. T h e breathtaking magnificence of Notre 
Dame, a glimpse of the book stalls, the Eiffel Tower , 
the Arch the T r iomphe and a visit to the tomb of 
Napoleon were coupled with the beauty and color of 
this exciting city, with its flower stalls, open markets , 
little cars, old buildings and monuments . At noon came 
the first experience of ordering a meal in a foreign 
language. T h e French student was the most desired 
companion, and even someone who could count in 
Frenchl, a f irst-rate guide. 350 francs to a dollar! It was 
also our first experience using foreign cur rency; but 
everyone managed to find his way to the Louvre for 
an af ternoon tour of world famous art and sculpture 
including Winged Victory, Venus de Milo, and the 
intriguing Mona Lisa. 
In the Hall of Mirrors at Versailles 
T h e second day was the very worthwhile visit to 
SHAPE, the Supreme Headquar ters for the Allied 
Powers in Europe, where French, British, and American 
officers briefed us on the military objectives of N A T O 
to preserve peace by a cooperative military s t rength to 
deter aggression. T h e informal reception and luncheon 
afforded opportunity to talk with SHAPE officers and 
to gain an appreciation for the t remendous task which 
this organizat ion has very capably under taken. An 
af ternoon visit to Versailles brought a thrill ing awa-
reness of the grandeur of French history — the Hall of 
Mirrors, the apar tments of Louis XIV and Maria An-
toinette, and the gardens of the palace. 
European Economic Cooperation 
T h e next morning a lecture at the OEEC, Organi-
zation for European Economic Cooperation, acquainted 
us with the genuine success of economic cooperation 
which has been brought about by this organizat ion that 
helps to coordinate financial and commercial affairs of 
European nations and provides a step toward a pro-
spective common marke t in Europe. Indicative of its 
progress toward this goal is the fact that 80 per cent 
of the quotas on intra-European trade have been 
abolished, all currency in free Europe has become con-
vertible, and a system of credits established. 
continued on page four 
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US Hollanders Discover Nefherlands l l l s t r | a | | D r ^ o a p t u r e s Hope student's Hearts 
Pollfics, Art, Industry Highlight 
Dutch Orientation Program 
Dianne Schlocder 
It was late af ternoon on Tuesday, the 25th of June, 
when we crossed the border and were in the land of 
windmills and wooden shoes. We also took our first 
European ferry boat ride and got our first glimpse of 
the Rhine River. T h e scenery was beautiful, and we 
all rushed off the bus to take pictures, especially a 
picture of a windmill in the distance. 
We were not very long in the Netherlands when our 
bus had the now famous accident with a truck loaded 
with dirt. Our bus driver, Gerhar t , was quite worried 
about the situation al though there was no appreciable 
damage. While awaiting the arrival of the police for 
nearly an hour, we busied ourselves by taking pictures 
of some Dutch men in their wooden shoes and by 
talking to some very blonde, redchceked children who 
had gathered around the bus. Finally, the police arrived 
(in an American Ford) and took photographs of the 
scene. 
After everything was settled, more or less, we con-
tinued on our way to Utrecht to keep our appointment 
with Dr. Brand at the University. However, he had 
been un able to wait for us. 
Rijksmuseum visited 
Upon arrival at the Hotel-Pension-Museum in Am-
sterdam, we had our supper, got settled in our rooms 
and then went out to look at the city. We found the 
city to be quite prosperous-looking and the people 
(most of whom could speak English) to be very 
Iriendly. Some of us met a few of our shipmates from 
the NEPTUNIA, and some of us enjoyed an evening 
in an Indonesian night club. 
T h e next morning we met our Dutch guides, two 
students, and went to the Rijksmuseum to see the art 
works of the Dutch masters. However, those with more 
up-to-date tastes went to admire the art of Van Gogh. 
After our lessons in art we went out to the fishing 
village of Volendam, a quaint little place with many 
of the natives dressed in the old-time Dutch costumes. 
Although the people were dressed in this manner for 
the benefit of tourists, we took advantage of it and shot 
many pictures to show our friends back home. 
Lunch in Volendam 
We had our lunch in Volendam and then went out 
to see the reclamation project and the dike. We were 
quite amazed to learn that a few new towns had been 
established on land that had been reclaimed f rom the 
sea. T h e drive out to the dike was beaut i fuj as we saw 
the neat little fa rms and plenty of windmills. We 
noticed that mainly old fashioned methods of farming 
with horse-drawn ploughs and carts are used by the 
farmers . Also, the farmers row out to the fields along 
the many canals which surround their fa rms in order 
to milk the cows and then bring the milk back in large 
containers. T h e land surrounding us was very flat but 
very beautiful. At times we were on roads that were 
actually below sea level! 
During the af ternoon we came to realize that brick 
is the building material mostly used in the Netherlands, 
because all of the houses were made of brick, as well 
as many of the roads. Because of the great number of 
bikes and motor scooters used in this country, there is 
a roadway for them along side of the highways. The 
width of this roadway is almost as large as the highway 
itself! 
Listening to a lecture on Dutch history at Nordeinde Palace, 
The Hague 
Tom Lumbers Meets 
. . . Ancestors?! 
We are riding through Belgium on this brand new 
bus and there is an air of expectancy about. We art-
close to crossing the border into Holland, the land of 
our ancestors, and all of us are greatly excited. T h e 
bridge games even stop. T h e berets come off and the 
wooden shoes go on. We must, of course, stay in the 
custom of the land. We then look for a familiar sight, 
a Koffee Kletz, which we find and all pile into. All 
have tea because we all know what kind of coffee they 
have in a "Koffee Kletz". 
We are again riding along in our new bus, with the 
bridge games and giggling once more resumed. Sudden-
ly there comes to our startled ears a crash. Yes, we 
have just had our first formal meeting with an "hones t" 
Hollander. We have been hit by a Dutch t ruck! Not 
really a Dutch truck though, an American truck from 
the first World War without brakes, and loaded with, 
of all things, manure . T h e driver is Dutch and speaks 
not a word of English. In fact he speaks hardly a word. 
He is shook! Yes, and it is quite a sight to see thirty 
Holland-Americans trying to talk with some Holland-
Hollanders. T h e police come and things are straigh-
tened out. Well, not really but we are once again on 
our way in our not quite so new bus. What a stench 
this whole thing caused! 
Another day we are on our way to Volendam, a really 
typical Dutch town. T h e town is typical all right, it's 
so typical that some get homesick for Holland, Michi-
gan. Instead of a college this town has some old fishing 
boats. All of us are excited that we can get our picture 
taken in an authentic Dutch costume. And the best 
part of all is that tulip time souvenirs can be bought 
here for only half price. * 
We leave Volendam and then we go to the "Great 
Dam". So help me, this I don't understand. We drive 
and drive on this little pile of — and stone. We stop 
finally and the guide says, "On your left you have the 
Atlantic Ocean and on your r ight the Zuider Zee ! " 
I look to my left, then to my right and can I tell the 
difference? Water , nothing but water on both sides. 
Water , water, and more water — nothing but water . 
Then this fellow says in a smug tone of voice, " T h e 
Dutch arc going to pump all of the water in the Zuider 
Zee into the Atlantic Ocean." On both sides nothing 
but water and they're going to pump one side dry. 
I am just now thinking, I can' t tell what side is 
which. What if they couldn' t either and started on the 
wrong side? 
These are my ancestors?! 
We just about learned how to walk up and down the 
narrow, steep stairways of our hotel when it was time 
to leave Amsterdam and go on to T h e Hague. When 
we got to T h e Hague we had a lecture on Dutch 
history and politics at the Institute of Social Studies. 
Hague Peace Palace 
While in T h e Hague we also visited the Dutch Parlia-
ment and attended part of a session of the Lower 
House. It happened that the Secretary of the House, a 
portly gent leman, was impressed by the good assort-
ment of Dutch names in our g roup : Hoeksema, Van 
Verst, Rensenbrink, Vugteveen — and Rot tschafer! 
Here he stopped and reverently took out a newspaper 
clipping f rom his inside coat pocket. It was a picture 
of the youthful and blond Connie Rottschafer , who had 
been chosen Miss Europe the day before. Dyke Rott-
schafer was much impressed with this and began spe-
culating about his possible Dutch relatives. 
Next we went to the Peace Palace, seat of the Inter-
national Court of Justice. Th i s beautiful building had 
been built at the time of the bir th of the League of 
Nations with funds donated by Andrew Carnegie. 
In this old diplomatic capital of the world, we will 
never forget the wonderful Hotel de Zalm in which we 
stayed and the Indonesian meals we ate at the Insti-
tute of Social Studies. 
Red Carpet In Eindhoven 
Friday at noontime we arrived in Eindhoven, home 
of the Philips Company, manufac ture rs of electrical 
goods. Af ter a short tour of the city, we enjoyed a 
wonderful dinner at the Philips factory. T h e company 
treated us royally and did everything to please us. O u r 
guide explained to us a few principles of lighting and 
showed us two films. We then went over to the section 
where they blow glass for lightbulbs. These bulbs are 
unbreakable, and we proved this by dropping a bulb on 
the floor without having it break. However, one of us 
threw the bulb instead of dropping it with the result 
of shattered glass on the floor. 
Diane Johnson 
On the evening of June nineteenth a group of an-
xious Hope students peered over the rail ing of the 
" T . S. S. Neptunia" which had just docked in French 
water at Le Havre . T h e cause of attention was a big, 
maroon Mercedes bus which had just come out of the 
factory in Mannheim. As we gazed, little did we know 
that this bus had a special feature. We were introduced 
to the special feature before we left for Paris. His name 
was Gerhard, he was our bus driver, and he pretended 
to speak very little English. 
Latecomers left 
Notre-Dame in Paris is as beautiful as anyone would 
imagine this cathedral lo be. Mary and George liked it 
so well they stayed in it just a little longer than the 
rest of the group. None of us could imagine why 
Dr. Fried had warned us always lo be on time. When 
Gerhard drove away smiling and with a devilish twinkle 
in his blue eyes we understood. Mary and George were 
left behind. On that same afternoon three girls were 
left in the lurch at the Louvre. 
Because our bus was so new one of our professors 
informed us that Gerhard was driving slowly and 
cautiously to break in the bus. In the same breath he 
added that our newly acquired white hairs were f rom 
staying up late and had nothing to do with the way 
Gerhard drove down narrow streets at fifty miles an 
hour, whipped through tunnels with an inch on either 
side of the bus at sixty miles an hour, and turned hair 
pin curves at seventy miles an hour. T h e bus was new 
and Gerhard was taking it easy while breaking it in! 
"W-Vv* mi 
Distressed driver Gerhard deplores Dutch damage 
Upon arr iving in the Netherlands no one realized 
the troubles Gerhard had in store for him. In less 
than an hour Gerhard ' s beautiful bus was hit by a 
large d in truck. Speaking to the truck driver in Ger-
man proved to be useless because he only spoke Dutch. 
During an hour of complete confusion Gerhard said 
German which none of the eagerly listening Hope 
students could understand. 
Many of us would say that our accident was the 
highlight of our trip through the Nether lands if we 
hadn' t gone to Volendam. In this small seaside village 
Gerhard acquired our complete faith in him when he 
turned the bus around in a street nar rower than the 
length of the bus. On one side we missed the North 
Sea and on the other a small home. 
• . . and those Italian air horns 
By the time we reached Germany everyone was 
anxious to sit near Gerhard who was by this time 
speaking English almost fluently. His English kept im-
proving through his use of a German-Engl ish dictio-
nary. His sense of humor was wonderful . Along with 
the bus and Gerhard came a set of air horns which 
were enough to blast a Mack truck off a four-lane 
highway. Of ten when Dr. Fried, Mrs. Snow, and 
Dr. Sickinger (the permanent occupants of the f ront 
seats) would fall asleep, Gerhard would give a mighty 
blast on the horns and sleeping would become an im-
possibility. 
Everyone knew when we were approaching Wien 
because Gerhard ' s eyes were a little bluer, his smile a 
little brighter, and the bus moving a little faster. In the 
mountains outside of Wien Gerhard tried his best to 
please Mrs. Snow by upsetting a mara thon bridge 
game on a sharp curve, but to no avail. We careened 
down the streets of Wien faster than one would care 
to say, for it would cause the hair of parents to turn 
white and stand erect. 
It was a sad moment when the big Mercedes reached 
Neuer Markt , and we all had to say our farewell to 
Gerhard, the hero of the highways, the wonderful bus 
driver that will long remain in our memories . 
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Hope's Hosf in Europe 
The institufe of European Studies 
Germany has many Faces 
Julia Herrick 
Germany, as we have seen it, represents a curious 
blend of past and present . And it was often the past 
which claimed our at tention first. 
T h e past is there like a t reasure chest, ours for the 
unlocking. It is just as rich and splendid and sacrfed as 
the history books promised: the cool interior of a 
Gothic cathedral whose needle-slender spires seem to 
touch heaven; the Student Prince-Desert Song Heidel-
berg and its giant crumbling castle; the magic, winding 
Rhine with its great green hills and castles. T h e r e on 
an island is the stone fortress once belonging to some 
medieval knight who would stretch chains across the 
Rhine to force payment of a toll. 
History and Legends 
This is the past of Germany, rich in legends of the 
Nibelungenlied and in great statues of Bismarck. Even 
the twisted, venerable trees and the rough patchwork 
of cobblestones speak of a former century. 
Little, dark antique shops, cluttered with tapestries 
and gilt mirrors and marble-topped tables, represent 
the past also. T h e y represent a selling of the past by 
piecemeal, a kind of compromise with the present. 
Yet the past of Germany, so great in its music and 
its monuments , is completed. T h e r e is a present also 
which is both practical and dramatic . It is of this 
present that a Geman medical doctor writes: 
Castles vs Skyscrapers 
"Americans seem to be as impressed by castles and 
cathedrals as we Europeans are by skyscrapers and 
your t remendous bridges. I can imagine that archi-
tecture and the a r t s are your first discoveries, but they 
fill a small sector only within the circle called Europe. 
It is such a pity that people here speak a different 
language every five hundred miles; it will be hard to 
get acquainted with them and to listen to their big and 
little speeches, to their humors and to their problems. 
For the objects Americans like to look at, certainly 
made life understandable f rom an historical point of 
view, but on the other hand, they belong to the past, 
and they do not express the present tendencies, direc-
tions, trends, or whatever you like to call the fear and 
anxiety, the anger and delight an individual's as a 
nation's soul is filled with." 
Hitler's Heritage 
T h e r e is a closer past for most Germans — one of 
twelve years ago. Its monuments still stand in cities, 
symbolically black. From our hotel window in Cologne 
we saw the bombed ruins of a building. T h r e e outer 
walls were left charred and s tanding with empty door-
ways and window frames star ing like the eye sockets 
of a skull. One solitary grey cat picked her way 
through the rubble — and af ter twelve years the smell 
of charred bricks still remained. 
T h e huge rai lroad station in Cologne had been 
bombed out, as had been the surrounding buildings. 
Yet the great cathedral was left standing, blackened 
and defiant, against the other wreckage. 
This is a past, a closer past, to which the present 
adds its repairs — new store f ronts "g lued" on — to 
which the present also glues its hopes for peace. The re 
is the chair in the Bundeshaus where Konrad Adenauer 
sits; there is talk of the coming elections in Germany ; 
there is the too shiny American Embassy in Bonn, a 
kind of Twent ie th Century Versailles — whatever 
each of these means . . . 
Of the war Germans do not say much : "I was a 
small child dur ing the war — but yes, I remember — 
sometimes at night I still d ream of i t . . 
" T h e United States? I was there once — in a pri-
soner of war c a m p . . . I was in the Luf twaffe ." 
Future still uncertain 
These are the thirty, for ty-year old German men 
who race their taxis on the Autobahn, who take Sunday 
excursions up the Rhine, who drink beer at the Hof-
brauhaus . Big, happy, overweight men, still in love with 
their overweight wives, more of them followers than 
leaders, more of them kind than unkind. 
Germany 's present , not yet named and assigned to 
pages in a book, is still being made. It moves with the 
traffic in Munich; it is rocked back and forth in some 
country village cradle. This unnamed present, whatever 
it keeps for itself, is a puzzling thing. But to us it will 
be unforget table, for like its country, it possesses a 
hear t . 
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From the moment we landed in Le Havre we dis-
covered that wherever we went hotels, food, guides, 
lectures and receptions had been carefully arranged for 
us in advance by the Institute of European Studies. 
Arriving in Vienna we were impressed by the very 
modern offices and lounges at Neuer Markt 1, and the 
faded splendor of the class rooms and library on 
Lueger Platz. 
Courious about the history of the Institute we turned 
to Mr. Paul F. Koutny, founder and director of IES, 
who supplied us with the following information: 
T h e Institute of European Studies is a youthful effor t 
to introduce two worlds to each other — the old of 
Europe and the new of the United States — through 
academic study and on-the-spot observation. It a t tempts 
to add a new dimension lo education by not only taking 
advantage of the talented minds of University of Vienna 
professors, but at the same time utilizing all of Europe 
as a laboratory. 
Dur ing the first four short years that IES has been 
in existence about 400 United States students f rom 
100 colleges and universities have participated in the 
program. Each has studied at the University of Vienna, 
traveled through virtually all of the western European 
nations and lived in the homes of Austr ian families. 
Letters and comments IES has received f rom these 
families and their student guests, indicate that both 
have a better understanding of their respective cultures 
and problems. 
T h e IES curriculum is divided into two semesters 
that coincide with those of the University of Vienna, to 
which it is attached and which supervises the p rogram. 
Students usually enroll for one academic year, but can 
enroll also for one semester only. 
At the beginning of the academic year students arrive 
f rom the United States early enough to take a three 
week tour of Western Europe under the supervision of 
the Insti tute. Ins t ructors accompany them f rom the 
start lo explain the customs, history, ar t and o ther 
culture of the countries they visit. 
In the Easter recess s tudents spend three weeks in 
Italy and at the end of the academic year their stay 
with IES is concluded with nearly four weeks in Spain. 
Much of the year 's academic learning is amplified by 
these " labora tory" trips. 
Contrary to what this extensive program indicates, 
IES is not a luxury school catering to the sons and 
daughters of high income parents . T h e year at IES 
costs $1780, which is of ten less than the regular aca-
demic year at the " h o m e " university. Th i s fee includes 
all travel, including the boat tr ip f rom and to the 
United States, tuition at the University of Vienna, \nd 
room and board for the entire year. IES is a non-
profit, non-denominational organization. 
Applicants are screened primarily for academic 
standing. IES looks for the top students who can make 
a s t rong record when taking any one of the 25 English-
taught courses offered. Academic credits arc t rans-
ferred to the student 's college and university in the 
United States. 
A prior knowledge of German is not required, but a 
two-hour daily German course is compulsory. Other 
subjects are optional and run the gamut f rom history 
to music and art . 
Dur ing the academic year students eat together at 
IES headquarters at Neuer Mark t , but live individually 
with Austr ian families. Separate study facilities, class-
rooms and a library are in another building which 
formerly was the home of a Habsburg duke. Th i s high-
ceilinged home with its satin-lined walls, a r emnan t of 
19th century elegance and a determined survivor of 
World W a r I I bombings, adds a touch of bygone days 
to the college atmosphere. 
T H E I N S T I T U T E 
OF E U R O P E A N STUDIES 
W E L C O M E S 
T H E H O P E C O L L E Q E 
S U M M E R S C H O O L 
T O 
V I E N N A 
% 
Both the Chicago office of IES and its center were 
opened officially in fall 1953. T h e p rogram was started 
af ter a two-year experimental stage by its Vienna 
director, Paul Koutny, a young (31) fo rmer Young 
Christian Students leader who, o n a U. S. state depart-
ment fellowship for Austrians, was graduated f rom 
St. T h o m a s collegc, St. Paul, Minn. 
While Koutny attended St. Thomas , the IES idea was 
born. American students, he found, wanted to know 
about Europe and wanted to take part of their aca-
demic training there. But on an individual basis the cost 
of this was prohibitive. 
When Koutny re turned to his country he interested 
other Young Christian Students leaders in bringing 
Americans to Austria. T h e idea turned into the testing 
stage when a group of 35 young Americans were 
brought over for a year 's study. In that first group was 
Clarence Giese of Chicago, now director of the IES 
office in that city. 
Director Koutny, who spent par t of World War I I 
in a Nazi prison af ter he was caught as a member of 
the Austrian underground, makes no grandiose claims 
for his novel educational program. He says: 
"We are a young organization staffed with young 
people who learn every day, together with our students, 
more about the problems that face the two great 
segments of the free world — Europe and the United 
States. If we can br ing these two segments a little 
closer together through mutual understanding, then 
IES is fulfilling its purpose." 
Prominent Hope Graduate 
Greets Students in Paris 
continued from page two 
On their study tour through Western Europe Hope 
students have attended many top level briefings in 
France, Belgium, Holland, Germany and Austria. They 
have met generals, admirals, political leaders and many 
other "very important people". The re is little doubt, 
however, that the VIP who made the greatest im-
pression on the group was a Hope College graduate. 
Dr. Raymund L. Zwemcr, Hope College graduate, 
currently serves as chief of the Division of Internat ional 
Cooperation for Scientific Research in the Paris head-
quarters of UNESCO. He personally briefed us on the 
world wide activities of the United Nations Educational, 
Scientific, and Cultural Organizat ion for more than an 
hour and patiently answered our questions concerning 
UNESCO and his own part in this field. 
We said good-bye to Dr. Zwemer to continue our 
tour of Paris which, all at once, seemed a great deal 
less " fore ign" since we knew that we had a good friend 
in the city. Perhaps most of us felt the same way in 
regard to the activities of UNESCO. 
Montmartre and the Opera 
From Montmar t re , Paris lay at our feet, with its 
narrow streets, shops, sidewalk cafes, flowers, parks, 
and balconied houses. T h e dome of the Cathedral de 
Sacre Coeur glistened in the sunlight struggling to 
permeate the clouds which plagued the shut terbugs 
during our stay in Paris. However, the weather failed 
to dampen our spirits and the af ternoon left to indivi-
dual pursuits providing shopping for Parisan perfumes, 
a trip to the top of the Eiffel Tower , or the nearest 
pastry shop, or just sitting at a cafe absorbing the 
"a tmosphere" . In the evening a box seat at the Natio-
nal Opera afforded the unforget table experience of 
hearing the music of Strauss in „Le Chevalier a la 
Rose" with a magnificent stage setting. 
Th ree days in Paris! As we passed the ruins of a 
Roman Tortress, a Gothic cathedral , and a modern 
apar tment building on our way out of the city, the 
enchanting city displayed its past importance and its 
hopeful fu ture . Besides French berets, the group had 
acquired first impressions of Europe, of a way of life. 
Nor thern France was lovely with its roll ing hills and 
old farmhouses , but it brought a realization also of a 
politically unstable nation. O u r stay in Paris was a 
wonderful experience and driving through the country-
side stimulated the desire to someday re tu rn — to Paris, 
to France — to live there and become acquainted with 
the dreams and fears of its people. 
AT H O M E OR A B R O A D 
T H E H O P E C O L L E G E A N C H O R K E E P S YOU P O S T E D 
ON C O L L E G E N E W S 
